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of it as she kissed him. Dorothy was good-
natured, obedient and conventional, something
like her Aunt Deborah, fair-haired, at present
plump, at the moment conscious of her c panta-
lettes/ which were only fastened with tapes above
her knee and gave her much anxiety. Such
things were always to make her anxious.

Both children were delighted to see their
Aunt Judith as they had always called her. Life
at home had not been too pleasant of late; now
that Aunt Judith had come it would be more

They were exceedingly interested to see Adam.
He was at once at his ease with them. He was
always at his ease with everyone, because he trusted
everyone.

He threw off his little riding-coat, letting it be
where it fell, and showed John how the horse that
Charlie Watson was driving had thrown up its
head and snorted, but in the middle of this
exhibition he was excited by the sight of the
room where he and his mother would sleep.
He had been too young during those first years
in France to notice or remember things, and
since then the farm at Watendlath had been all
that he had known.

Certainly the room at the Keswick Inn to-day
had been grand, but that had been a public place
with men drinking and a man playing a harp,
and there had been a dog with a lame leg. This
was his room and his mother's!

He ran round and round it, shouting cries of
joy. For Judith it was strange enough. For,